PANURGE

[Emotional Humanity, the All-worker.
A Note on Rabelais]

DESIRE that drives where Lust obscures.
And Fear that wields a scourge,
These, as the Master dreamed, are yours,

Panurge.

Desire and Fear, the Masquers two,
Who act with us and urge
The Comedy we play with you,

Panurge.

Not since the most pellucid air
By the Illissus* verge
Heard the loud peals of laughter rare,

Panurge,

In lyric plenitude of joy,

Like Clouds whose rains asperge

The desiccations that destroy,

Panurge,

Such laughter-lore as this was taught
In which we mix and merge,
O profligate and polyglot

Panurge!